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See, she dreameth happy dreams, Her hands are folded quietly,
Like to one of us she seems, One of us my child will be.
Now and then, when he could save up a little hoard, he went to London or to visit his friends in their homes. From the occasional letters to and from them (1832-35) we can see something of what his life was and the impression which his work was then making.
Brookfield writes from Sheffield:
You and Rob Montgomery are our only brewers now! A propos to the latter, Jingling James, his namesake, dined with us last week. And now for a smack of Boswell.
Brookfield. Glass of wine after your fish? Montgomery. Thank you, sir! B. Which vegetable, sir ? M. A potato, if you please! B. Another, sir! M. That will do, I thank you. B. Talking of potatoes, sir, have you read Alfred Tennyson ? M. Only in the reviews yet, but there are two brothers, aren't there? B. Both "rather pretty," but Alfred alone has been extracted at any length in the reviews. M. He has very wealthy and luxurious thought and great beauty of expression, and is a poet. But there is plenty of room for improvement, and I would have it so. Your trim correct young writers seldom turn out well. A young poet should have a great deal which he can afford to throw away as he gets older. Tennyson can afford this. But I can say little of one of whom I have seen so little.
I sent him copies of both you and Charles yesterday, and met him in the street this morning. He said he was going out of town, but we would talk about you when he came back and read you. " I read," said he, "twelve of the sonnets last night, which if I had not liked them better than other sonnets I could not have done. There are great outbreaks of poetry in them." Omitting my own inter]ectional queries, etc., which leave to Jemmy's remarks an over-pompous connectedness which they had not mv& voce} I give you his words as nearly as I remember. They are not important, but we generally wish to know what